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only by the air hissing and soughing as it went
through. Later he was a pit-pony driver, with
a strong affection for his " little shaggy High-
lander named Donald, strong and obstinate like
the race among whom he had been reared."
They were great friends, and drank cold tea from
the same flask, which sometimes the pony would
find for himself; then he would pull out the cork
with his teeth and drink all it held.
Once boy and pony just escaped death together.
At midnight came word that " the shank was
closing" - the shank being the shaft up and
down which goes the cage, taking colliers to and
from their work. " Warn the men to come at
once ! " The pony boy did this; very quickly all
were at the bottom of the shaft. But no cage was
running up and down. The sides had closed in
upon it. It was fixed half-way.
The rocks groaned and cracked, timber props
creaked and gave way. Thirty years afterwards,
his memory quickened by another colliery acci-
dent, Keir Hardie could
cc recall every detail of the^ scene - the men
gathered in groups, each with his little lamp on
his bonnet, their blackened serious faces. The
roaring and cracking, as if of artillery, went on
overhead, and gloom began to settle on every
countenance. Some of the more susceptible
were crying, and I remember two by themselves
who were praying and crossing themselves.
Rab Mair, the big genial fireman, remained